530	A MODERN COMEDY
" Forsyte," said Sir Lawrence, handing it to Soamcs,
" that's my very own mite, and if it doesn't draw them
—nothing will! "
But it did. The next issue of the interested journal
in which the correspondence was appearing contained a
letter from the greater novelist L. S. D. which restored
everyone to his place. This book might or might not be
Art, he hadn't read it; but the Editor of ' The Pro-
tagonist ' wrote like a pedagogue, and there was an end of
him. As to the claim that literature must always wear
a flannel petticoat, it was ' piffle,' and that was that.
From under the skirts of this letter the defence, to what
of exultation Soames ever permitted himself, moved out
in force. Among the defenders were as many as four of
the selected ten associates to whom young Butterfield had
purveyed copies. They wrote over their own names that
"Canthar" was distinctly LITERATURE; they were
sorry for people who thought in these days that LITERA-
TURE had any business with morals. The work must be
approached aesthetically or not at all, ART was ART,
and morality was morality, and never the twain could,
would, or should meet. It was monstrous that a work of
this sort should have to appear with a foreign imprint.
When, would England recognise genius when she saw it ?
Soames cut the letters out one after the other, and
pasted them in a book. He had got what he wanted,
and the rest of the discussion interested him no more.
He had received, too, a communication from young
Butterfield.
" sir,
" I called on the lady last Monday, and was fortunately
able to see her in person. She seemed rather annoyed
when I offered her the book. c That book,' she said : c I

